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From DR. BLACKLOCK.

Edinburgh^ 1st September,

s

How does my dear friend, much I languish to

hear,

His fortune, relations, and ail that are dear ?
With love of the Muses so strongly still smitten,
I meant this epistle in verse to have written ;
But from age and infirmity indolence flows,
And this, mtich I fear, will restore me to prose.
Anon to my business I wish to proceed,
Dr. Anderson guides and provokes me to speed,
A man of integrity, genius, and worth,
Who soon a performance intends to set forth ;
A work miscellaneous, extensive, and free,
Which will weekly appear, by the name of the Bee.
Of this from himself I inclose you a plan,
And hope you will give what assistance you can-
Entangled with business, and haunted with care,
In which more or less human nature must share.
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